
PART 4 - The Lion and the Argument

She was holding it away from her, the head with the open jaws, the pointed teeth, the black tongue, 
the wonderful ruff of fur facing her. She was looking at it with an expression of not seeing, of 
seeing something different. Her face was drawn up, wryly, like the face of a discomforted child. Her
mouth lifted nervously at the corner. Very slowly, cautious, she lifted her finger and touched the 
mane, where it was joined to the wood.
But how could you, she said. He was shocked by the dismay of her face. 
Good Lord, he said, what’s the matter?
If you want the thing, she said, her voice rising and breaking with the shrill impotence of anger, 
why didn’t you buy it in the first place? If you wanted it, why didn’t you pay for it? Why didn’t you
take it decently, when he offered it? Why did you have to wait for him to run after the train with it, 
and give him one-and-six? One and six!
She was pushing it at him, trying to force him to take the lion. He stood astonished, his hands 
hanging at his sides.
But you wanted it! You liked it so much?
—It’s a beautiful piece of work, she said fiercely, as if to protect it from him.
You liked it so much! You said yourself it was too expensive—
Oh you—she said, hopeless and furious. You…She threw the lion onto the seat. He stood looking at
her.
She sat down again in the corner and, her face slumped in her hands, stared out of her window. 
Everything was turning round inside her. One-and-six. One-and-six. Oneand-six for the wood and 
the carving and the sinews of the legs and the switch of the tail. The mouth open like that and the 
teeth. The black tongue, rolling, like a wave. The man round the neck. To give one-and-six for that. 
The heat of shame mounted through her legs and body and sounded in her ears like the sound of 
sand pouring. Pouring, pouring. She sat there, sick. A weariness, a tastelessness, the discovery of a 
void made her hands slacken their grip, atrophy emptily, as if the hour was not worth their grasp. 
She was feeling like this again. She had thought it was something to do with singleness, with being 
alone and belonging too much to oneself.
She sat there not wanting to move or speak, or to look at anything even; so that the mood should be 
associated with nothing, no object, word, or sight that might recur and so recall the feeling 
again….Smuts blew in grittily, settled on her hands. Her back remained at exactly the same angle, 
turned against the young man sitting with his hands drooping between his sprawled legs, and the 
lion, fallen on its side in the corner. 

The train had cast the station like a skin. It called out to the sky, I’m coming, I’m coming; and 
again, there was no answer.
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